DOOOODA 9 Acl2********KeKA*X*E*KELOSS bring pain for lst 
time.: fat itself at faultT. trans to explain driven 
furylot of lstuff in this c seemd to have been writ 
twice.versim bet usual Despite the assurance of Lissa's 
husband that he wanted tothe Radio Shack store immediately, 
Eddie hatched a scheme,brain afire, for Billy-Billie to 
Support him through theby paying all the funeral costs. 
brain burn When Eddie burst in to the room the buzzing 
had come from,saw a huge cardboard depiction of Minnifield, 
on its side assleeping, It had been made from a black and 
white photo andgrain was the size of marbles, making the 
handsome playboyacned. The outline of the form burned 
because of brilliantbehind it. Into that light shot 
droplets of water. thatof clean sweat somehow worse and 
much more disgustingas disgusting--even fetid perfumes etc 
couldn't be as 

badThe Eddie yelled somethingand Billy-Billie, who had been 
on hands and knees,up.naked gold chalices clattering to the 
floor. could have visualized what she had looked like 
naked but this squat mass overpowered. Then the feeling 
thatBillie was familiar that hehad seeen her he was drunk 
or drugged orUh UEboth etc--thisharrows him . Penis 


and vagina side byside or just he there forhigh purpose and 


dizzywas laughter from the five or six other participants, 
alsobehind Minnifield, who looked realblack hoods, their 
Shoulders bare. Eddie had stumbledsome sort of black mass 
worshiping, but not reallly©©a sortplaying at it the 
long-deadas Ikon with Billy-Billie's as immense altar. He 
wasdisgusted to make them out. naturla disgust not 
thinkking He fled and even knowing the layout of rooms 
became, ending in a small pantry loaded with panniers 
ofpills and other drug paraphnelia. colored washpansof 
syringes rem flashes Billy-Billie's, wrapped in a red 
satin robe, found him, flinging handfuls of pills against 
the walls. Billie lets him dothat with no demur."I come 
here, he began, sobbing, panting,to ask you to do thething. 
...that changes. How do you see it now?explained in sobs 
what that was and Billy-Billie first noddedthen said, 
flatly, "No. It's you who feel the guilttherefore it's you 
who must do the decent thing, however yhouit. You associate 
it with money, my money. But I neverknew the young woman. 
Moreover you've taken it uponUh U 

yourself to think for her husband. Maybe he really never 
wantsset foot in that store again. Have you asked him, 


anything?" "It was a dream for him. She told me!" he 


lied "Well, a nightmare now. What good would money do? 
Moneystopped bad dreams. It means nothing to me, but it 
canthings worse--and I'm afraid that's my judgement here. 
't you see, you loved her! And you won't face the 
heartbreaklosing her. And twice:to her husband and now 
to... wE-mix in w universe c clouds moutain stars 
meadowsButthing is that you've never loved before and 
probably't again. Well, you're ahead ofme. You've lost. 
her voiceotherworldly you;re hgh on allthis shit. I too 
haveloved, and have accepted it. You cover it all with 
drugs.as to quote argosy i disdain concaine It aint me! I 
don't care about me, don't you see that?just saw this, that 
I had to do this, for him and I guess in afor her too. You 
always told me to whatcahcallit, with my instincts , that I 
was afraid of them too much. 's you in the myth you create. 
Howver heroic or base italways us. Always noble and always 
manipulating.have to come from some health, some little 
order.You;re ful of shit you're saying just the opposite 
nowdon't think so. But if I am I am.Uh UNow his 
disgust sweeps over him. And this stuff, Jesus Christ! 'd 
gag a maggot. You people are no better than the scum 
atfarmer'smarket, boils on the back of their necks 


coming out of all that fat! the fat itself at fault's 


allmaggotsof ideas arethe hi t and kick one minute, god the 
next---this:can't confront on girl's death thus cannot 
himself,off-- open door to drugs, in round open pans 
CIRCUS somehowand hittin and I don't know whatallof images 
overwhelm in their non addednessclinical orgyin horror fit, 
considers gorge for suicide I still want the money. Al 
the rest is bullshit.has talkedUh U 
to husb who wants nothing Ill give you nothing. It's 
not a thinggive someone, not in that way. you're all 
bruised yourand everything It's all wrapped up in a fury 
in that's tragedy and pride and in your love for that young 
woman.can't face that it is all none of your business now. 
But i loved you! says Eddie who wanted to say I loved 
her-it almost kills him with the shock! liek gunshot to 
chestlook at you! cries and cries and she she she she is 
dead! Look at me? Who can bear it? Not I 
certainly.roughed Bily Mogus enters and promises to 
minister to: "CHARITY FROM CONFUSION IS LOVE" "CHARITY 
FROM CONFUSION IS" "CHARITY FROM CONFUSION IS LOVE"bites 
his head off Get out you utter asshole! love it alll it's 
bitch and butch! I'll go but first let meCharlie 
Brakchord's fair den of designer. --Spitting and sign 


ofthe cross a la pope. IS LOVE C and thus utter 


meshugalast c somehow resolves but in no pat sensegoes back 
for some symbolic reason DID YOU THINK I WOULD PROTECT YOU 
FM HURT? showdown fats and we're all gonna die idea--it 
makesdiff how we acted, that you're a kind of boyscout and 
I'min the eyes of many in this world. Fats: All I've 
everUh U 
don ismy heart.1 FATS can't stop but his leaving breaks 
heart--(again can't broach girl's death)" I love you you 
cna't love anybody or anything in all this shit, inthat 
shit) you can't he hears all the way down the drive- - 

CAN'T FIG!!!!! why it makes diff why he wants to 
comfort, why he still hurts A PIG BIGGEST PIG INTHE WORLD 

pain as sort of physical holding them in pose 

and yet flying apart field of pain heart broken 
over girl's death--his responsibility asfor all 


tragedyflyingleaves, black, and beachball flies across 


apart, flying, wood, gust of rain , blackness etc That's 
love, a synonym for pain. WE'RE ALL FOOLS; we don't 
have to be all the timeUh UE is all; i should have 
left you in your average misery--which is the worst kind 
in this backwater , spending your whole life with your 


breath held with your little alcohalic wife and troubled 


child wasting yourself by trying to please members etc 

shown you entire world--people who did what they 
pleased, people! How they frighten everyone else! And are 
therefdanger which we cannot fully countenance etc 

well it's fucked-up mess is all--all these bighere and 
they're ten times worst than hillbillies with (4)all over 
and dried blood on the back of their necksis not e for them 
whathe hell do they wantlittle imitators like you! 
Thousands! Millions!x with all his electronic bullshit and 
now this. Ted Koppelhim. I mean what's the use of it? 
Everybody fuckin, just fucking around over and over with no 
purpose to it's the purpose, that there is none! The only 
purpose! little knowl is danger:drink deep and know true 
despair.TO HIT CANT--CANT HIT WOMAN HEY WELL IM JUST HALF 
THATI'm not a woman. /Uh UEWell you're half a one or 
some goddamn awful thing and and and! a full bag of shit! 
I tell you what I learned here. Nowhat fucking awful thing 
somebody said or the way theylike dogs woudn't you weren't 
Supposed to be surprised or, most normal thing in the 
world. We're all of us justnormal. Jesus Christ. gets 
violenther--canb't hurtwha tdid I becomeoutof it? And 
LIssa died!(3)my responsibility there, or my guests?himself 


too yourself somewhat?fats but couldn't haveofthis got(4) 


something to do w it. there's something here!BURNING FACE 
A LA LISSA COMING DOWN IN HIS ARMSDEPARTING's on ifre 
inthis flight. you KNOW this flight!and deceased lady and 
you and mess at old croissanthealMorehead's White 
nilelivingston's story of lion attack as explaining how 
fatsfeels-- a lot of fuss about where a river came from. 
ever seee yourself upset as to search such a mystery? 
think that'd be a finer world, that'd be a better world, - 
talking to Charlie Brakhorn who soon must be off to make of 
itUh U 

a betterindeed. But now to pay attention to its true and 
holy.produced a "dreaminess" fats: with no pain purged out 
or what or holy stateblind w tears when he reached Billy- 
Billie's. : Nothing became him in his life like her 


leaving of it.©©fats has a lvoe and sympathy for him too. 


